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testament. I phoned it immediately. Though it was published, other newspapers whose flights had gone off to schedule had beaten me by a day, and left me nothing to write about. In all the circumstances it was not a particularly good story or an auspicious start for my London reporting career.
The worst trials of reporting are nerve-racking uncertainty and sealed lips. Every day's work is a little like an examination which may plough you with unexpected or impossible questions. Some eminent people, and some less eminent, are uniformly courteous and helpful to reporters. Others, I regret to say, are not. In the years that followed I went through the gamut from fires to murders, from gossip paragraphs to lifeboat disasters. Nothing equalled the joy of a good story well done; nothing the agony of being-beaten by a competitor.
I was happy in my private life. When on holiday in Belgium I visited Bruges. I had thought that belfries were exclusively inhabited by bats, but when I had climbed to the top of Bruges Belfry I found it occupied by two fair-haired English youths, who introduced themselves as Owen and Charles Rowley. They were friendly, active, talkative. Charles effervesced perpetually with good spirits and lively wit. Owen was slightly more serious, interested in books and pictures, addicted to arty dress. He contradicted all this with an eager alertness and a quick, practical intelligence. We soon discovered that we were both newspaper men, but he had a still greater surprise when he mentioned that he was publicity manager of the Daily Express. He was twenty-live and, though tall, looked slight and boyish.
He was a good publicity man, who believed in truth in advertising. On the journey back to Heyst, where we all happened to be staying, he produced a picture of a laughing blonde, seated in a miniature car. He said her intelligence matched her beauty, vivacity, and good nature. It was his sister, Hilda. I married her.
I come, unwillingly, to the episode of the beard. Since this is as faithful an autobiography as the law of libel and good taste will allow, let the story be told,